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By H. s. WOODFALL, Junior. 1 | 

| Spoken by Mr, POPE, ; tr \ 

8 1 TH | 

SEN by the fair your mercy to implore, 8 | 

Who ſins again, tho' pardon'd oft before, I 
What arts of rhet'rick can your pity move, 1 

Diſarm your anger, and excite your love is 

All, all are vain; nor can I well defend her, 1 


Who is, at writing plays, an old offender. 

Yet not this night ſhe bids your tears to flow 
For HaſwelPs* goodneſs, or for Euſton's* woe. 
Yet not this night your patience ſhe aflails 5 

1 With Widow's Vows *, and Shawls *, and Eaſtern Tales *: 

A Frenchman's fancy gave the bantling birth, _ 
Which now, in Paris, ſource of conſtant mirth, 
Reigns the dramatic idol of the day, 
And from its rival pieces bears the palm away. 

Once, had ſhe ſought by Gallic ſceneg to pleaſe, 
Whate'er their ſpirit, elegance, or eaſe; 

To France John Bull each harſh term had applied, 

And ſpirit, elegance or eaſe denied. ; ko, 

« You bring your farce from France it ſhall not paſs; 

„„ A Frenchman's drama—is indeed a farce.” i 
Thus had he ſpoke, while pride his boſom ſteels, 

Nor granted Frenchmen wit—but in their heels. 

But now no more to Prejudice he hends, . 
{Since Peace her influence o'er the land extends; 
No more with miſts ſhe ſeeks his fight to blind, 
And cloud the native candour of his mind. 

For ſoon as Peace her gentle reign begun 
She fled, as phantoms fly before the fun, 

In other climes her baneful pow'r to try, 

To point the infalt, and to wing the lie. 

Peace, when again ber radiant ſmile ſhe wore, 

And bade our banners ſtream with blood no more, 
Aloft in air her wand of Olive held, : . 
And the miſts rais'd by Prejudice, diſpell'd. 

O, Prejudice! to Falſehood near allied, 

Thou ſtubborn child of ignorance and pride, 
| Proud without worth, and ſenſeleſs tho” ſevere, 

To genius hoſtile, as to folly dear! 


 * Alluding to former pieces written by the author. 
+ On the firſt night of repreſentation it was performed as a farce; 
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Too oft the taſk of Author ſhe aſſume, 5 
And bid, with rapid haſte, the flow'rs of fancy bloom. 
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Thy flave no more, the Briton can ſabmit - © 
To Truth's decree, and grant a Frenchman wit; 
To give juſt praiſe his lib'ral ſou) aſpires, | 

His merit owns, and owning it, admires ;- 

Of Fig'ro's tale enjoys each hum'rous ſtroke, 
Trick following trick, and joke ſucceeding joke ; 
And hears brave R:chard's ſtory with delight, 
Tho' chaſte, not dull; not frivolous, tho? light. 


And ſhould our ſcenes no ill- ſpent time employ, 


Bur gild the commg hour with harmleſs joy, 


Forgive the fair one who this night eſſays 


To dreſs a French muſe @ la mode Ang loi ſe. 
Forgive her daring, if, when praiſe inſpires 
Her glowing hopes, and fans her mental fires, 


But ſhould her Midnigbt Hour no laurels gain, 
Her hopes prove fruitleſs, and-her wiſhes vain ; 
And ſhould it boaſt nor humour, . ſenſe, nor eaſe, 
No wit to dazzle, and no plot to pleaſe 3 | 


Think, think her verſion but to pleaſe was plann'd, 


And ſcatter cenſure with no laviſh hand ; 
But bear in mind the moral poet's line, 


„ Jo err, is human; to forgive, divine,” 


[Several lines in this Prologue are omitted in the delivery from 


the age, on account of the length of the compoſition. ] | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


© 


* 


THE Tranſlation of Guerre Ouverte ; 
ou, Ruſe contre Ruſe, has been given by ſeve- 
ral Hands ; but particularly by one, who has 
printed it under the Title of The Midnight 
Hour, or War of Wits, as in Rehearſal 
at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden.”— 
This, the preſent "Tranſlator thinks proper 
to mention, as it may tend to miſlead the 
Public in regard to the preſent Piece, which 


has alone been performed at any of the Lon: | 
don ted 


0, 


A 


* — 
A 
* 
— . — — 8 
THE 


MIDNIGHT HOUR. 
r 


IN. THREE” A 


„ T0 
BCE NE A Streets. 
Enter the Marquis and Sebaſtian, | 
ö Marguis. 


Tris is my native place—the town that gave 
me birth — and in ſpite of my attachment to the 


capital, dear Madrid, I muſt prefer this to every 
other ſpot in the world. Fes 
Seb. Ay, my Lord, you came hither to take 


ſſeſſion of the eſtate of a rich uncle juſt de- 


ceaſed; and it is that which renders the place fo 
very agreeable—you wou'd, but for that circum» 


ftance, forget your gratitude for your birth; and 


while you remained here, lament you were ever 


born. = 5 | h 
Marg. You are miſtaken, Sebaſtian, 


Seh. Why, my Lord, although LAm nothing 


more than an humble domeſtic of your Lord- 


ſhip's, if I was not in love, and the object of my 


pation living in this very identical town, I could 
| 8 * | not 
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2 THE MIDNIGHT HOUR. 
not be happy in it—but perpetually pining after 
the capital. 

Marquis. Give me your hand Sebaſtian—for 
once my equal. 

Seb, How ſo, pray, my Lord? 

Marg. By being i in love— for love is a general 
leveller—it makes the king a ſlave ; and inſpires 


the ſlave with every joy a prince can taſte, 


Seb. Ay, Sir, but we are not all equals in love 
for all that—for inſtance, you will always-be above 
my match; for I never did, nor ever could, love 
more than one—now your Lordſhip I have known 
to love fixteen—and all at the ſame time—and 


all ſo well, it was impoſſible to tell which you loved 


the beſt. 
Marg. Do not mention any of my paſt affections 


I never loved till now—never till I aygtved at 


this place, and beheld— 
Seb. Pray, my Lord, how many ? and where- 
abouts do they all live? 

Marg. Impertinent |! 


Seb. Nay, I am ſure I don't care how many, pro- 


vided they are neighbours but, you know in Ma- 


drid, my Lord, vou fell in love with four, that lived 


exactly at the different corners of the town; and [ 


| had fo far to run every night and morning with. 


your Lordfhips © ardent love,” and © conſtant af- 
fection,“ that, if the death of your uncle had not 
brought you here to inherit his eſtate, I muſt cer- 
tainly have given up my place; or petitioned your 
miſtreſſes to have come all into the ſame neighbour- 


hood. | 
Marg. O, theſe paſhons were different to > that 


which now poſleſſes me for now I love only one 


Land ſhe is— — 


Seb. What? 
1 An angel. 


Seb. 
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Seb. Then give her up——for Iam ſure the is 
too good for us 

Marg. She is a divinity, I 88 

Seb. But is ſhe maid, wife, or widow? 

Marg. A maid. 7 

Seb. Hold—hold—don't ſwear to that. 

Marg. And yonder [ ſhewing the General's houſe] 
is the place of her abode—do not repine at her ha- 
bitation—You ſee you will not have far to go, for 
the houſe is directly oppoſite to my hotel. 

Seb. Repine, —it makes my heart rejoice —why, 
my Lord, in that very houſe hives my ſweet= 
heart—and I n no doubt but ſhe attends upon 
yours. 

Marg. If ſo, it is the Juckieſt accident in the 
world ſhe can perhaps obtain me an interview 
with her miſtreſs for as yet have only beheld her 
in the public walks or from her window fl 
to the woman you mention inſtantly, and defire 
ker to inform you of every particular concerni 
her lady —for at Beese I do not know any thing 
about her. 

Seb, Why, now 1 begin to think you oe 
really in leve—tor that is the firſt and 


fundamental cauſe of 2 man's real * 5 2 


woman, 

Marg. What? 

Geb. Becauſe he does not know any chin 3 
her. 

Marg. Pſhaw!—1 do know, that her name is 
Tulia—and that ſhe lives in yon houſe with her 


uncle, General Don Guzman—who ſerved in the 


laſt war. In my youth while I was on a viſit” at 
my uncle's, I have ſeen the General frequently, for 
he and my uncle were upon the warineft terms of 
friendſhip—nay, but yeſterday he called at my hotel 
to inquire for me, but I chanced to be from home; 
00 this morning I mean to return his viſit— but 


„„ then 
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aid me to break off this marriage fly. 


the letter. 


4 Tur MIDNIGHT HOUR. 


then I have no hope of behalding his niece—he 
is cautious to whom he introduces her; and to 
viſit him, will but perhaps render my acceſs to her 
more difficult ſtill. | | 
Seb. I believe you are right, Sir—for I have, 
now I think of it, a letter'in my pocket that will 
put an end to all your hopes at once. 
Marg. What do you tell me quick, let me 
ſee it—from whom 1s it ? | 7 Os | 

Seb. From my ſweetheart—Mrs. Flora. 

Marg. Read it this moment. 


„ Reading My dear. Sebaſtian,” —** my 


dear, dear Sebaſtian,” —“ my dear life,” — 
Marg. Go on, Sir—go on—read the whole 


letter. a 


Seb. [ Reading. ] 55.1 no longer live with the old 


Counteſs, and the reaſon is, becauſe ſhe is dead.“ 


Marg. S'death, leave out every thing but Julia, 
Seb. Oh yes, very true where is ſhe | Looking in 
the letter. | I believe ſhe is left out, for I can't find 


.her.— 
' Marg. [| ſnatching the letter] Give it me. 


Seb. I beg as a favour, my Lord; you will not 
read about the tedious minutes—and long nights. 
Marg. ¶ Reading.] I now live in the General's : 


* houle, and attend upon his niece,” the madam 


Julia, who is going to be married inſtantly :"— 
Confufion—* her intended huſband is a rich mer- 
e chant, who is expected from India every hour 


he is the choice of her uncle ; for ſhe has never 


te yet ſeen him.” —From that circumſtance a dawn 
of hope breaks in-upon me—Fly, Sebaſtian, to 
your acquaintance immediately—tell her ſhe muſt 


eb, No—pray, Sir, firſt read the concluſion of 


Marg. What more about Julia? [Looking eagerly, 
Seb. No - but a great deal more about me. 
i ES . 


4 


Land a fortune into the bargain. 


you when it was convenient—and do you call on 


Tar MIDNIGHT HOUR 5 


Marg. Pſhaw !—be gone—which way are you 

going ? Yonder is the houſe ſhe lives at. 

Seb. Ves, but not the houſe where ſhe dare ad- 
mit her lover—we meet at the houſe of a friend of 
mine, where we can make free. + 

Marg. Very well—and be ſure to tell this wo- 
man who writes to you with ſuch affection, that if 
ſhe can. procure me the hand of her beloved miſ- 
treſs, I will immediately recompenſe her with thine 


Seb. Dear my Lord, a fortune Ho can you 
mention any other reward, after having mentioned 
8 I Erit. 
Marg. I have but very little hope from this ex- 
periment either Sdeath, my fortune and my rank 
are ſuperior to this deteſted merchant's. The Ge- 
neral, her uncle, was ever friendly to our family — 
What if I avowed my love to him ? By heaven 
here he is, 

[The General enters from bis houſe. 

Gen. Who haye we here? 

Marg. General Don Guzman— [ Bowing. 


Cen. My dear Marquis is it you? Yes, I fee it 
is —and . years ſince I faw you, yet, if 
ea 


I had not h of your arrival, I ſhould not have 
* you without remembering you perfectly. 
Marg. You did me the honour to call on me 
yeſterday and I beg a thouſand pardons that 1 
ſhould fo long neglect 
Gen. Oh, no ceremony, Marquis 


I called on 


me when it ſuits you, Never ſtand upon any cere- 
mony ; I hate it.—Your uncle and I were friends 
for: thirty years, and never afked one another 
© how we did ” in our lives.—I hate all Ceremony. 
— While you ſtay in this part of the world, receive 
che ſame hearty welcome and e from me 


your. 
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- your uncle ever did—but on the ſame ſeore — ne 
ceremony. 

Marg. [46 de.] By Heaven, this warm reception 
makes me hope for every thing. | 

Gen. You ſeem thoughtful, young gentleman ! 

Marg. | Aſide.) My ſituation is deſperate, and 
fuch muſt be my attem 

Gen. Quite Huanchey, Marquiz—your uncle a 
death, I ſuppoſe ? 

Marg. True, e chat does weigh heavy 
and yet I have ſomething which weighs upon my 
heart ſtill more - time preſſes me to difcloſe what it 
is.—I am in love—deſperately—madly in love — 
andi it is with your niece but. I hear you are go- 
ing to marry her to an Indian merchant—this 
damps my ſoul, but, perhaps, inflames my wiſhes 
ſtill higher, and impels me to declare, that no- 
thing but an invincible bar ſhall prevent my caſt- 
ing myſelf at her feet, and pleading my cauſe. 

Gen. Young gentleman, I defired you wou'd 
uſe no ceremony—and I think you have complied 
with my defire to its full extent. 

Marg. Did not you bid me make free ? 

Gen. I did—and naw I ſhall take the ſame li- 
berty myſelf. —You are the moſt forward, confi- 
dent, preſumptuous man——and if my niece was 
even diſengaged, you ſhou'd not have her. 

Marg. Is this my reward for behaving as you 
requeſted I wou'd? Why, then, if ſhe was diſen- 
gaged, I wo d have her — and ſo I will now.— 
Don't be offended — I cannot think of making a 
| ſtranger of a man who was upon ſuch intimate 
terms of friendſhip with my uncle, 

Gen. I'Il ſuffer death if your aſſurance does not 
make me laugh — and if my word was not given 
to marry my niece to another, you hu d have 


her —juſt to ſhow people I like they thou'd make 
we, Y | 
Marg, 


Tur MIDNIGHT HOUR, 7 


| Marg. Your word paſo d, General !—what can 
that ſignify when your niece has never ſeen her in- 
tended huſband, and, perhaps, when ſhe does ſee 
him, may have the ene averfion to him? 
Gen. And pray, my Lord, are you ſure the | 
likes you ? 

Marg. No, I am not ſure. — I know not yet if 
ever the obſerved me, although I have followed 
her inceſſantly.— But, dear General, bring me to 
her, and let my tongue declare the thouſand agi- 
tations which my eyes have, 1 fear, but too 
faintly explained. 

Gen. My Lord, my promiſe 3 18 given to ov 
Carlos — and can 5 under ſuch an engagement, 
think of introducing you to her? 

Marg. Oh, General! conſider the violence of 
my paſlion— conſider [ | Kneeling, 
Gen. , Conſider you are /in the ſtreets. —{ Raiſing 

him.] — My Lord, 1d to what Jam going to 
ſay.— Had you Ka Fu my niece's affections before 
you made this application, I would have liſtened to 
it; for 1 wou'd not, notwithſtanding my promiſe 
to Don Carlos, fo entirely oppoſe the inclinations 
of my niece — but as ſhe as yet knows nothing of 
you, nd of courſe can have conceived no partia- 
lity, e and juſtice demand I ſhould not 
ſuffer you to ſee her — and here I ſolemnly forbid 
you my houſe. 

Marg. Diſtraction! 


Gen. Nay, I only forbid you till the marriage is 
cover — then you are welcome to come as ſoon as 
you pleaſe. Do not make yourſelf uneaſy 
you have no long time to wait — Don Carlos will 
be here ſome time to-day, and the marriage cere- 
mony is to be performed at midnight, at the hour 
of twelve exactly it is an ancient cuſtom in the 
family to marry at that hour. Farewel l- and as 
ſoon a as that hour is ne you ſhall be welcome 
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to come to my houſe and make as free as you 
plcale.- *- - [ Going. 
Marg. I will nes before that hour by ſome 
ſtratagem—I will win my Julia's heart, and ſteal 
her from you in ſpite of your ſecurity. 
Gen. And, by Heaven, if you do, you halt 
have her—and with my conſent. 
th Marg. I take you at your word. [Warmly. 
Gen. Don't kneel down again.—— My word is 
| given, and I won't reca] it.—If you can contrive to 
take my niece from my houſe any time before 
twelve o'clock this night, (with her own concur- 
rence, not elſe) I will ſay you deſerve her and, 
i with my hearty conſent, you ſhall have both her 
| and her fortune. — Nor is my word broken with 
ll her intended bridegroom, for I will take every 
. precaution, during that interim, which bars, bolts, 
| locks, or truſty fervants, can give. 
| Marg. But will you only allow me till mic. 
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bl night ?—thar time is ſo ſhort—— | \ 
[il Gen. Oh, you begin to recant, do you? — 1 
[| 7 take her away !—ha, ha, ha,—and with her 
4 own conſent too ? | t 
Marg. Without it, I 00 ſcorn the attempt. 
| Sen. And, at all events, you had better give it 0 
[| <- up, for I ſhall be upon my guard; and, invent n 
0 what ſtratagem you will, 1 believe! mall diſcover tl 
| | it.—Yeou take her away and within a few hours a] 
= 2 makes me laugh. * 
k Marg. Provoking ! | Afide.| Tos. love inſpires b 
Þ me — and half my ere o half yours, I 40 take 
ber away. 
W Gen. Done—it is a>wager—no being off. th 
| Mar Being off! 1 infiſt it is a wager, of 
Gen. You are fo bold, 1 muſt go back and ſee hz 
if my niece is ſafe at home now or not. [ doing. | th 
Marg. Farewel, my dear unele. 2 


. Gen. 


Tux MIDNIGHT HOUR, 9 


Gen. Uncle!—you impertinent,—Stay till you 
have taken my niece out of my houſe. —Uncle, in- 
deeds: 5 RT” 
Marg. Remember me to my deſtined wife, ,, _ 
| | [Exit General into his houſe. 


* 5 
* 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. My Lord, I have overheard part of your 
converſation with the General, and ſurely you have. 


been to blame to let him know your intentions. 
Marg. I was to blame to give him warning of 
my defigns ; but my paſſion has rendered me un- 


able to project with cunning—but no matter the 


difficulty of the enterpriſe will increaſe the glory 
of the ſucceſs : and what ſays — g 
Seb. My Flora !—She has promiſed you all her 


aſſiſtance ; but ſhe is afraid the other ſervants - 
will not be in your intereſt; and there are four be- 


ſides herſelf. „„ 6 
Marg. No more than four !—and what ar 
they ?—deſcribe them. | | 


Seb. One is an old ſoldier, who has been with the 


General in all his battles, and has but one pro- 


miſing quality for us; and that is, he is ſo lame 


that, although his fidelity is ſuch we ſhall not be 


able to bribe him to let us into the houſe, yet, if 
we once get in, we can run out again without his 


being able to overtake us. 
Marg. Good. 


Seb. And the porter is 2 man ſo deaf, that al- 


though he will not be able to liſten to any of our 


offers, we may break open the door, if his back 


happen to be to ir, without his hearing By But 


the man- ſervant we have moſt to dread is one Ni- 
colas, the General's valet, a felf-ſufficient, pre- 
ſuming, inſignificant boaſter ; and for ever offici- 


ouſly concerned for the good of his maſter. 


xk C _ Marg. 
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Maro. Nicolas is his name! ? You have named 
them all now? | 

Seb. No, there is one ms worſt of 
them all—and a female too old Cecily, the du- 
enna— She (Flora tells me) is even more attached 
to the General tag any ſervant he has ; and ſhe 
has ears, eyes, and ſenſes for all the family that 
wants them. | 

Marg. She muſt be the firſt we win over to our 


| cauſe, | \ 


Seb. Ah! my Lord, I am ard heaven, 
here ſhe comes; juſt returned from church, _ 
Marq. Do you begone then—for before a Wit 


1 it will be impoſſible to offer her a bribe. 


Exit Sebaſtian, and bows to Cecily as be paſſes; 
Doe enters, and croſſes ts the General's houſe. 
Marg. What an ungracious countenance but 
no matter.—It is beſt to begin with our greateſt 


_ difficulties — 


[She takes out a key and unlocks the door. 
"Ps Donna Cecily, Donna Cecily! . 
[ In a ſoft tone of voice. 
 Cetily. 5 urnirg round diſdainfully.] Signor 
Marg. I think [with much ſoftneſs.] you are one 


of the domeſtics belonging to the houſe ? 


Cecihy. Domeſtics ! I am the governante gene- 


ral, and the general governante of the whole houſe. 


Marg. Pardon me. 
Cecily. I thank you for your pon Sig- 


nor, and am your humble ſervant. 


{ Curtfying with a ſneer and going. 
Marg. One word—my dear Governante, one 


word] have ſomething of the higheſt 1 importance 


to communicate to you. 


| Cecily. | Afide.] A lover of my young lady's I ſup- 
poſe: Lam glad of it, that I may have the pleaſure of 


- Fm him. — What would you have, Signor ? 


COON a voice- the moſt forbidding. - 
Mar 


* 


Tux MIDNIGHT. HOUR. 10 


OY 


Marg. Lou are ſevere—that air 3 put on 
agrees but little with thoſe gentle and beguiling 
looks nature allotted you. 

- Cecily. And do you think to cajole me by your 
deceitful rhapſody upon my beauty? ¶ very loud. 
I am old and ugly and, what is more, have, 
thank Heaven, as bad a temper as any woman in 


the world. 


Marg. You wrong yourſelf I am ſure. 

Cecily. I tell you I don't—and if you come 
hither after my young lady, I have the pleaſure to 
inform you, you won't get her—ſhe is diſpoſed of 
— her uncle has ſo ordained it, and I would not 
be the cauſe of her diſobeying her uncle for the 
world I am true to him, becauſe he gives me the 
power to uſe every body elſe as ill as I pleaſe—and 
now I wiſh you a good day; having the ſatisfac - 
tion to leave you in utter deſpair, [ Going. 

Marg. Nay, ſtay—a hundred piſtoles are in 
this purſe take them and be my friend. [ Holding 
ber hand.] 

Cecily. No, Signor, my maſter's intereſt, and 
the pleaſure of refuling a favour, are both too 
dear to me, to accept your bribe. ¶ The General 
comes to the threſhold of his door. 

Gen. Cecily with the Marquis? aſtoniſhing ! ! 
ler! me liſten. LAlde. 
Marg. Dear, * Cecily ig [Sees the General. — 
The General litening—Imuſt the beers 

Cecily. Dear Cecily ! 


Marg. Yes—for I am charmed to ood you. what 


you are—You have won my eſteem and. friend» 
ſhip for ever. | "owl ey ere ARS 
Cen. Indeed! 
Vou have your lady” s real a at 
bear L find; \ 
GIN And who bo could ſuppoſe 1 had not? 


IS Marge 


/ ® 


TRE MIDNIGHT HOUR. 


Marg. Pardon me but I bad heard quite a dif. 
ferent account of you from what you deſerve, 1 
Cecily. Is it pofſible? | 
Marg. Nay, the General, I am certain, believes 
quite different of you, from what you have proved 
yourſelf to me. 
Cecily. If he . deceived man ! 
Gen. Oh, the huſly ! [Afar 
Marg. Take this purſe-ney, it is your due; 
for I had a capital bet againſt me, provided you had 


not acted as you have done, — fhe takes the purſe.] 


on my knees I thank you ; for you have now. 
made me the happieſt of men—all my wiſhes muſt 
ſucceed—Oh, General, where are you now, with 
your boaſted confidence 

Gen. | Coming betiveen them. I: am here, and you 
have loſt your ber ſtil]. 

Marg. Good beayen!—my Ada lady he has 
overheard all our diſcourſe. {Afﬀe#ing confuſion. 


Gen. ¶ In extreme anger.] Ves have ee 
it. 


Cecily. So much the better. 
| Marg. General, forgive us both—we did not 
ſuppoſe you had been ſo near—curb your reſent- 
ment—the governante has rhe higheſt regard for 
you and your family—and I proteſt . fidelity is 


proof againſt all my perſuaſion. 


Gen. Don't talk to me, e t E to de- 
ceive me | 

Cecily. What * you mean ? * [ Surpriſed. 

Gen. [7 o Cecily. | Go you about yout buſineſs 
immedia ely you never ſet your foot into my 
houſe again in pretty hands, truly, I had con- 
fided my niece! a pretty duenna J had choſen ! : 
| General, what do you mean! 3 
Gen. Never let me ſee your face again—take 


| care of that—take ob, don' Leven n 0g you lurking 


about 


nt on * . 


— 
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about any of my premiſes with a love letter under 
your apron—for if 1 do 

Cecily. And you are really diſpleaſed with me? 

Gen. I am indeed---but never you mind---his 
Lordſhip thinks himſelf highly obliged to you 

Marg. No, indeed, -I don't, General --DO, in- 
deed, I don't. 

Cecily. And do 200 turn me away ?---turn me 
out of your houſe ? | Half crying. 
Gen. Yes---but never you mind---his Lordſhip 
will take you into his, I dare ſay. 

Marg. No, I won't, General „ no, indeed, 1 
won't. 

Cecily. Hear me, General- 


> 


Gen. Not a word---no reply---be gone this in- 


ſtant---and to-morrow I'll ſend the wages after 
you, you have ſo little, merited. 

Cecily. General, General, you uſe me ill. 

Marg You do indeed. 

Cecily. You are in an error. 

Marg. You are indeed, General---I protef and 
ſwear you are. 

Ge I am glad of it---'tis ſomething bew and 
I'll keep in it. -Why don't you go about your bu- 
ſineſs? [Going to her.] At your age !---an't you 
aſhamed ?---you- ought to bluſh ; but for my part, 


I always thought it "of you---I have ſuſpected you 


theſe twenty years. 

Cecily, 'Have you? then you ſhall find I will not 
be ſuſpected in yain---you ſhall find what I can do. 
— for when J go, your good genius forſakes you. 

Gen. Why, you are hated and deteſted by every 
body- I was the only perſon on earth that ever 


could endure you---and now you are found out by 


me-. you have not a friend in the world. {| Going. 
Cecily. [Following * Tou have loſt your 
ſenſes. 


* 


Cen. 
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Cen. You have loſt your place. 
[Exit into his bai 

Marg. Raſh and unthinking man 

Cecily. Young gentleman, he has provoked me 
fo far, Pl ſerve you againſt my inclination. J hate 
vou: but I think I hate him ſomething more 
therefore command me, and I will do all Ican to 
ebtain you his niece---do you want a diſguiſe, un- 
der which to enter the houſe ? I will procure you 
one ; and inſtruct you in every turn and windin 
of the apattments---My dear Sir, I will do you all 
the good 1 can, out of /pite. I. Exeun.. 
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ACT 


Tus MIDNIGHT HOUR 1 


SCENE H. 4 Saloon at the General's. 
Buer General, Nicolas, 3 Mathias, and 
Flora, following. 
General. 


Ap I loſe both my wager and my niece, 
if he finds means to take her out of my houſe 
before midnight. 

Nic. Take , 4 out of hls houſe while 1 have 
the honour of ſerving you ?—the Marquis knows 


©S 


—— 


little of the faith and diligence of your ſervant 


Nicolas, or he wou'd ſoon drop the attempt. 

Amb. And knows little of your ſoldier, Am- 
broſe, who (walking up to the General very lame) 
on the firſt alarm, would fy to give him battle. 

Mat. What ?—what is all chis—( Hing to hear) 
it is a ſad thing to be deaf. 

Flora. And this ſaid Marquis muſt know very 
little of your truſty ſervant Flor a 

Gen. No more profeſfions—l believe you all 
firmly attached to my intereſt—and if I ſhould 
win my wager, I promiſe each of you a purſe of 
ten piſtoles. | 

Amb. Oh, the wager is already won. 

Nic. Yes, Sir—and you may as well pay us 


now. | Holding out his band. 
The Marquis enters diſguiſed in à riding cloak axd | 


wig, at the top of the ſtage. 


Marg. They are all aſſembled, and conſpiring - 


againſt me—ſoftly—-in here—in here. 
| [Goes into a cloſet. 
Mat. 
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Mat. Aster pulling one ſervant, then another] Nay, 
but tell me — what is it? —I am ſure there is ſome- 
thing going forward. 

Cen. Why don't ſome of you. tell that poor 
fellow Mathias; he is dying with eee to 
know what we have been ſaying. 

Amb. T'll tell him in the hall, over a battle. 
Gen. But, egad, while we are conſulting here, 
the door is open, and any body may ruſh into the 
houſe. 

Nic. How came I npt to think of that ?—I am 
not ſurpriſed any one elſe did not think of it but 
that I ſhou'd not— . 

Gen. Send Mathias to guard the door imme- 
diately. Nicolas makes 'figns to Mathias. 

Mat. What ? what do you ſay ?—Youneed not 
ſpeak ſo loud only tell me what you mean! ? L Ni- 
colas makes ſigns. ]. 

Mat. What, the door es, yes, I will 
1 will—[Lgoing, returns] what is that, what all this | 
great conſultation has been about ay, thought 
what it was. | 1 | Exit ſlowly. 

Gen. He's a good ſervant, notwithſtanding 
he never hears a word that is ſaid to him. Am- 

broſe, both you and he muſt keep guard below 
vou have quick ears, and he has quick legs- you 
muſt hear for him, and he muſt run for you keep 
both of you at the great door, and do not ſuffer a 
ereature to enter, unleſs they firſt give you this ſen- 
tence, © Love and honour, ” which ſhall be the, 
watch-word, for all who have the liberty to enter. 

Amb. | obey, Sir. | | Exit lame. 
Sen. And now Nicolas, while I ſtep to my niece 
to inform her of what has happened; do you run 
to the port to meet her betrothed huſband—for I 
hear his veſſel is juſt arrived—l durſt not leave my 
houſe—and as he and J are entirely unacquainted 


with cach other, an, by good report) he 
knows 


— 


Ta E MIDNIGHT HOUR. 17 


knows nothing of, my diſlike to ceremony, and 
may take my neglect to meet him as an affront ; 
therefore, begone immediately with my reſpects, 
and I wait impatiently for the pleaſure of ſeeing 
him :—and in your way, ſtep to my niece's man- 
tuamaker, and defire her to come and take mea- 
ſure: of her for her wedding cloaths—a little 
finery may take up the poor girl's attention, and 
prevent her reflecting too much upon the ſtage ſhe 
is about to enter, with a man ſhe never ſaw. { Exit. 

Nic. Of all the ſervants my maſter has, I am 
the only one he truſts with the office of deceiring 
his viſitors. 

Flora. And of all his ſervants, you are the 
only one he ſends wah a ſervile meſſage to a man · 
tuamaker. 

Mic. Oh! great men will o do litle | 
co TE my making love to ul.. 

Flora. And great woman will not always, AC» 
cept little offices—witneſs my refuſing your love. 


Enter the General and Julia 360g 


x) 
Gen. But my dear niece—What not gone vet, 
Nicolas? . 14544 9h 6; ale 


Nic. Sir, I r 

Gen. But, remember to give the e 
the mantuamaker, or they won't let her in. 

Nic. The watch-word !—I will, I will but 
what is it---I have forgot it---Flora, what is it ? 

Fe [A/iae to Ber. 

Furs. L have a great mind not to tell you, 

Mic. Ves, pray do. 

Flora. Tis Love and honour.” [ Puſving binge 


The General and Julia come forward. © _ 


Gen. But what do you think of a man who has 
the aſſurance to purſue you, WHORE firſt PS 
your conſent? I 
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Julia. I think it is one of thoſe i n a Woman 
| does not always' reſent. 

Cen. But when I refuſed him 5 hand, he 
vowed he would take you off by force. 

Julia. Do not be alarmed; uncle---force is ſel. 

dom uſed, but to her that is willing. 
Sen. But 1 flatter myſelf you wou'd not be | 
willing. 5 

Julia. Don't fatter yourſelf---you e you 
always cautioned me againſt yielding to ideas that 
flattered me. 

Sen. And is it poſſible dre conſent to 80 
off with him? | 

Julia. I tkink, it it poſſible, © 

Gen. You are certainly talking thus in jeſt. 

Julia. No, upon my word I ipeak 3 
lover to uridertake what the Marquis has done, muſt 
love very fincerely indeed---we ate always proud 
of having inſpired an ardent pafhon---too often 

we cannot but partake of it---and the heart once 
gone, it is hard to ſay what will not follow. 

Gen, But he 1 is 5 the. moſt preſuming young vil- 
I 
Julia. k * young too? Oh, dear uncle ?--- 

| Gen. And you mean to encourage him? 

Julia. You know young people ſhou'd be en- 
couraged---#td Don Carlos can much better bear 
4 rejection; for he is old, and has been uſed, I 
dare ſay, to the forrows and diſappointments of 
this wicked world. 

Gen: Very well, . go on- but if the gentleman 
ſhould dare to come within theſe walls, FU do for 
him. 
Julia. 3 let me dd for him. * 

T be Marquis enters frum the cloſet... 
Marg. Now fortune be my friend. | [fie 
« Love and Honour, 

| [Coming as f the mur —4 
N . 
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Gen. Pray, Sir, who are you! that you ſbauld 
* theſe words? 
Marg. I am journeyman to the e 
for whom you ſent, and am come to meaſure this 
lady for the wedding ſuit. g 

Gen. This ſtrange- looking man gives me s 
ſuſpi picion- no matter. Aide] That's right, young 
man- -take the meaſure inftantly---for it will be 
Wanted early in the reg 9 Bs 

great haſte to have it done. 
Fulia. No, pray don't, Sir. | 
Marg. Why not, madam, if your: ne e 
thould even No deferred, you may ſtill wear your 
cloaths. and I am fore I ſhall think it ſuck extreme 
pleaſure to work for you, I ſhall eſteem it a hap- 
pineſs to — aſs the whole night in your ſervice. 
F Julia. Lou are very good, Sir; but I WIND 
0 ſo much trouhle. 
4 Dear mala, it would Ke no rrouble a 


FO hn i 


all. 1 ber] what a ſhape is he 
Gin br t are you ont, Sire . e 
| Mine: In what manner, madam, Wane vi 
chooſe your dreſs to be made 54 la Turk, or in the 
new ſtyle a l Anglaiſe? | Looking at ber with a ſeu- 
riment of carneſtueſs which fixes Ber attention] what- 
ever is the habit, you will ſtill be equally charm- 


ing: and adarn, rather than receive adorument | 


from! it. 
Gen. Come, sir, make haſſe! 8 10 bie 
Marg. Pleaſe, madam, to turn a little more 


towards me- that's right, very 'well---now, hold 


up this hand, now drop this, now take this---  ©* 
[fers ber a letter. 


Lord. 
man! 


BETS. 
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Gen. The Marquis as 1. live---hold; "hold, my 
v. The * ? Laas what a delightful 
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Tes; charming Julin, 4 it 1s. the Marquis, 


<—hen who adores you. 
Gen. Go out of my houſe, 88 out it. of my bouſe: 


T Heileads him tothe dvor, the Marquis then breaks from 


bim, runs ana kiſſes Julias hand violently, and then 
exit, led off by the General, whois calling all the time.] 
Let her alone -goahour! your: — Puſh- 

11g tbe Marquis off] who's below there? who's 
below ?---what, if I have him ſecur'd, and confine 
him here till midnight is over! a good thought. 
Ambroſe ! Ambroſe 1 Calling at tbe door, turns and 
ſees Julia reading the letter. | Give me that letter 
{ calls; again] Ambroſe, ſhut the door; don't let mir 
man go a en e letter! 


1 25 = Enter M hias, ele, - . 
Mat. N fays you are ä wou 'd 
you pleaſe to have? 4. 

Cen. Ob, they have let him out! what did you 
come for ? T never wanted i give a direction in a 
hurry, but this fellow wps {ure to ache to receive 


55 ot 
2 1 you were 1 . 
n. Get ae on Mal t away ; don't you 


ſee am angry? "| Bawling to bim. 


2333 „ 


Mar. Hhngry 10, very well; I hear plain 


2 y | 
Gen. Get a away, you ſtupid Fee him 3 
it 1s: that ſooundrel Nicolas who has ſent the Mar- 


quis in this diſguiſe; it was he who gave him the 


watch-word, I dare fay;. but Þll make him re- 
member 8 | | 


4 f 


7 


. 


Nie. Don Carlos will be here . ; T've.run 
till Tm out of breath. 


Den. Take that, Sir.. smiles * 


Nic. What for my good news? 
Sen. No, Sir; but for giving our watch-word 


te the Marquis. g Nic. 


2 


| 
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Nir. It was he then that paſs'd me as I came inꝰ 
1 I thought it was; I wiſh I may die if I did not. 
Gen. Oh; you knew it was he, did you? 
Nic. Yes; I knew it muſt be a great man, for 
* gave me ſuch a ſlap in the face as he came by 
Oh, Sir, indeed you muſt have felt it, to have 
Known how it made me jump: one mauls me in 
the houſe, and another mauls me in qu Ris, 0d 
all for nothing. | 
Gen. How dare you ſayſo? can n you Aeny⸗ that 
you ſent the Marquis into my houſe, under the 
diſguiſe of one of the en enen 8 N 
men?s 3: % BY 
Mic. kideed, Ts 1 did not; beſides my lady's 
mantuamaker' has only women work for her; all 
her journeymen are gone to England. —T dare ſay, 
Sir, before we were on our guard the Marquis 
— into the houſe, and overheard the watch 
word. 
Gon. Perhaps he did; but no Matter is 
turn'd out of doors And you, [To Julia] yu 
ood-for-nothing, I have a great mind —h -; 
Fulia. Aye do, uncle, turn me out of doors too. 
Gen. As ſoon as you are married to Don Carlos, 
I will but now, my good Nicolas never mind 
that blow I gave you, for Paſſure you I have cer- 
tainly forgot it Let us not be outwitted again 


attend no more to watch- words, but deny admit- 
tance to every creature except Don * | 


ſay he will be here inſtantly? FE 
Nic. Ves, Sir, he only waits at the inn till he 
has taken two large cheſts from on board his veſſel, 


full of precious things for my young lady, which are 


ſo valuable, he will not ſuffer them to be a moment 
out of his fight; 1 heard him order four porters 


to be ready to bring them; and his ſervants hinted 


to me 9 were W for * lady. 
m 


7 * 
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2e Nicolas] you have ſeen Don Carlos; nobody 
in this houſe except yourſelf has ever ſeen him; 
therefore, do you wait at the door till he comes, 
that no one elſe may be miſtaken for him. 
| Exit Nicholas. 
Julia, And muſt I be the wife of Don Carlos? 
Oh, heaven proſper the Marquis's attempts. 
Gen. I am afraid your prayers are vain—how- 
ever, let him try all his arts; and you may try all 
rs; and I will try all mine; and the firſt ſhall 
be 1 to lock you into your chamber till Don Carlos 
arrive. — — Pleaſe to walk this way; no reluctance. . 
[They exeunt. 
| Furs. Q, Sebaſtian ! Sebaſtian I am afraid 
my miſtreſs is torn from your maſter for ever and 
1 8 of you, 0 theſe three N 88 to come 
Ai | 


Carlos. 
Nic. Das Carlos. 1 L Nicclas. 


Enter General. 
Gen. My dear Don Carlos, welcome to Spain 


Enter four Porters with two cheſts ; they place one in 
the middle, the other on one fide the Ruge. 


$5. General, I am overjoyed to fee you, [19the 
Parters] Why did you bring the cheſts into theſe 
apartments ?—Pardon me, — I meant they 
ſhould have been left in the ball—bur, as they are 
here, permit them to remain Exeunt Porters 
for they contain a few trifles from India, which I 
mean to preſent to my deſtined 8 

Een. Don Carlos, why ſuch attention? 


. Exter Nicolas, aud Sebaſtian dgvifed ar Don 


Cen. {To ber] Do you hear, you ungrateful? 


\ 


Hora. 1 


| Mot have thought of ſatisfying her curioſity ! Don 


Tu MIDNIGHT” HOUR. «#2 


Flora. Shall I call my young lady, pray, Sir? 
Dear, how I long to have a peep 
( Looking at the chufte. 
Seb. [Afide to ben Huſh—don' t you know 
me? , 
Flora. Sebaſtian, as 1 live ! IA. 
Seb. Did you expreſs your curioſity to ſee theſe 
trifles? if you did, here's the key, madam. 
[Gives the key. 
Gen. She expreſs her curiofity indeed | I ſhould 


Carlos, walk this way, and ſatisfy yours, in be- 
holding your future wife. [ Exeunt Gen. and Seb. 

Flora. Who wou'd have uppoſed Don Carlos 
ſhou'd be Sebaſtian, and I not know him till | 
he was obliged to tell me ſo himſelf. —Bur by '# 
what means cou'd he contrive to be introduce 
under that thape—O, he has bribed Nicolas J dare 1 


ſay. ih 4 
NM. IT From the cheſt that is in the middle of the 11 1 
age. | Hors, Flora, open the lid, 1 
Flora. Who called me? 1 if 
Marg. I—the Maui 1 am ſtifled, ſuffocat- $1.79 
—_— 1 

Flora. In this box as Ihre os, excellent !— 1 


I ſhall die with laughing. | q 
Marg. Open the lid. 12 i 
Hora. I can't for laughin um, buſh! don't 1 

be in ſuch a hurry— don't n in ſuch a paſſhon— 1 

don't ſpeak a word. Let me ſee if any . {43 ii 

coming—No, all is ſafe. [ Opens tbe lid.] Come out 

—no—hlie ſtill, and let me look at you a moment. 

W Von are the prettieſt Jack 3 in a box Lever 

t y 
* Marg, Help me out —Idbe belps bin.] ob 
chat s right I breathe once more Hide me ſome- 
where inſtantly, for I ſhou'd die if Lwas, ! in 
that cheſt another moment. 
515 — Nuaora. 
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Flora. Where can I hide you ꝰ -e have no 
place where you will be ſafe, we are ſo watched 
Hay: Nicolas is in the plot I ſuppoſe? 

Marg. No, no, he is not— it is the old duenna 
widen your maſter turned away this morning. She 
went. to Don Carlos, on board his veſſel, the mo- 
ment ſhe heard he was arrived; and telling him 
the General was in the country, keeps him with 
the ſhip till to-morrow morning; and, in the 
mean time, ſhe had my ſervant diſguiſed, and im- 
poſed: him upon Nicolas (who came to the 1 inn to 
inquire for Don Carlos) for Don Carlos himſelf 
Nicolas in the plot! — no, no. 

Flora. J am heartily glad 5 it; ber, with all 
kiis boaſting, he is the moſt unlucky varlet | 

Marg. I tlatter n an is not averſe to _y 
wrihes::''- * 2 

Flora. No, that ſhe is not; but will run away ith 
you the firſt favourable moment,—Hark ? I hear 
fomebody Oey in haſte up ſtairs— hide! in this 
cloſet. 

Marg. That is wierd Ichid bafoud?; 

Flora. No matter—we have no time to loſe. 

[ He goes into the cloſet, and ſhe ſputs the door. 

Nic. Flora, Flora what do you think '—Huſh 
——fuch a thing !. * 


Flora. What What ſurpriſing ling now ? 


Enter Nicolas. 5 


Nic. Speak low.—{ He points. to the chef For 
whence the Marguls came Kar aw VEE 
He 1 is there. 

Flora. Who? Wbat e Fi 

Nic. Huſh—{ In a half whiſper. The Marquis 
One of the porters. have juſt told me of it. His 
ſervant (a Mr. Sebaſtian) is now playing the: part 
of my maſter's intended nephew; and the Marquis 
| himſelf | is ſhut up in that 3 ha [/aughs.] 

3 © —and 


— 
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—and I am going to have it taken back again to 
his hotel by Mathias, whom I have ordered to 
come up and take itaway ;—and then, as ſoon as 
he returns, he and I and Ambroſe mean altogether 
to ſeize this grand inipoſtor, Mr. Sebaſtian, who 
is now with my maſter, and give him a little re- 
turn for what I received on the Marquis's account 
this morning. 

Flora. A fine ſtory you have been telling, truly; 
and J have had patience to hear it all Why that 
cheſt was full of Indian ſilks and muſlins for my 
young lady; I opened it and took them out before 
my maſter; and have hung them up in my lady's 
wardrobe. 

Nic. Impoſfible—it can't be ! 

Flora. Why, ſee; the box is empty. [Opening it. 

Nic. Flora, Flora, you are in the plot. 

Flora. Simpleton! How do you any 
man cou'd lie in this box ? 

Nic. It wou'd hold two men. 

Flora. No, nor half a one. 

Nic. How miſtaken you are. [Gets into the 
2 There AY an't I in now ?—and at my 
eaſe ? 

Flora. No—at your eaſe ! —no,—not entirely in. 
Your head is out. 

Nic. There, there then; — ſee there. My head 
is in now 1 hope? V' 

Hora. Yes, now is in. I find I was miſtaken 
ou are in now, ſure enough. [She ſbuts the lid 
and locks the cheſt.) 1 find T was miſtaken. | 
| Nic. But don't ſhut the lid. —Flora, $a, 
open the lid. 


Enter Mathias. 


Mat. Lam come tg: take the cheſt to the Mar- 
g quis s hotel. 
E Flergs 
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Hul Here! it is; E make hafte. 
| Making fiens to Lim, 
Nic. Mathias ! Mathias! [Calling from the cheft. 
Mat. | Pointing to the cheft.] Sad doings here, 
Mrs. Flora; fhameful doings. 
Nic. Mathias ! f Calling. 
Flora. | Stooping to the chef.) You know you 
may as well hold your tongue, for he can't hear 
you. 
Nic. General! General! Ambroſe ! . Calling. 
[She makes ſigns to Mathias. 
Mat. You need not tell me. I know who 
1 have got here ;—Nicolas told me— Dragging the 


box.] and Pl give kim a hearty tumble or two as 
Igo along. 
Flora. [Very loud. Pray do. 
Mat. Ha? | 
Mic. Flora! General! (Calling. 


Flora. I fay, pray do. 

Mat. And perhaps I may tumble him down ſtairs. 

Flora. Do, you are very welcome. L will 
help you to the 5 of the ſtairs. [Me puſhes it while 

r he draws it off; ſhe then runs to the cloſet.) My 

Lord, you find all is diſcovered ;—the door | is now 
W fly away immediately. 

Marg, Why go, till J have gain'd my point? 

Flora. You muſt ; I have a project in my head 
not half ſo hazardous as your ſtaying. Fly to 
your hotel, and keep Nicolas from returning ; that 
is more effential than any thing at preſent ; for be 
prys ſs into all that is going on, we can do nothing 
While he is one of our guards.—Away, away. 

Marg. I obey ; but remember how much I rely 
upon your zeal. | . 
FPflora. I will bethe firſt to diſcover to the Gene- 
ral, what in a few minutes ſomebody elſe will tell 
bim, if I don't.— By this, I gain his entire confi- 
dence, and then — 


| Fa . 
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Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. Flora, your maſter has not the ſmalleſt 
ſuſpicion of me. What have you done with mY 
Lord ? 

Flora. Away, away; he is gone, and you malt 
follow him.—All is diſcovered. 

Seb. How ? 

Flora, Aſk no queſtions, but away while you 
can---while the door 1s without a guard,—or r you'll 
be murdered if you are caught. 

Seb. But I have left my hat; let me run for that. 
{ Going back in great haſte, he runs full upon the Ge- 
neral, who enters. | No, Til run away Without it. 

[ Exit running. 

Gen, What is the matter with Don Carlos ?— 
Where is he going in ſuch a hurry ? [Turning 10 
Flora, ſees her in a fainting fit in an arm chair. | 
What is the matrer with you, Flora ? 

Flora. O General, General, General, General, 
General, General \—1 can ſay nothing ell | at 
preſent, 

Cen. One runs away from me ; another can pro- 
nounce nothing but my name.— What can this 
mean? 

Flora. The ſuppoſed Don Carlos is an impoſ- 
tor! 

Gen. An impoſtor ! 

Flora. Valet to the Marquis, and Nicolas has 
been brib'd to introduce him. Nicolas 1s wholly 
gone over to them. 

Gen, But how did you know all this? 

Flora. The Marquis was hid in one of the 
cheſts, I wanted to have a peep at the fine things 


and ſaw him.—Oh, [( rembling. I ſhall never re- 


cover my fright. 
Cen. One of the cheſts is gone! 


: | Flora. 
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Flora. Yes—as, ſoon as Nicolas found I knew 
all, he called up Mathias, and made him take 
away the cheſt in ſpite of my tears and cries ;—for 
poor Mathias, you know, could not hear me ;—and 
then J fainted, and cou'd not come to you. 

Gen. Faithful creature Oh, that villain, Nico- 
las! why he is worſe than old Cecily. Poor Flora ! 
—poor thing !—take this purſe as a reward for 
thy fidelity. 

5 dora. Oh, Sir, I don't deſerve it; indeed 1 


don't, Sir. 


Gen, Take it, take it, Sir; you ſhall have it. 1 
puniſn'd old Cecil y, and by the fame role I ought 


to reward you. 


Hora. Since you defire i it, Sir —but indeed you 
are too good to me. 


Cen Say no more, but ſtep to my niece, while 


J run and ſee that the door is ſafe; for while ſo 


many of my houſe have turned againſt me, I have 
every thing to fear. But you you are a miracle of 
faith; and henceforth all my confidence ſhall be 


placed! in you alone. 


Flora. Why, indeed, Sir, J muſt own few ſer- 
vants could have done as I have done ;—and yet 


you think too well of me, { Exeunt n 


EX D OF THE SECOND ACT, 


1 


ACT 


— 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. Mooalight. 


A garden; two tents or pavillions on each fide the 
age; a wall at the bottom of the flage, and a 
hedge at a little diflance from it. Sebaſtian dij- 
covered deſcending from the wall by the arbour- 


work faſtened to it. 
Sebaſtian, jumping down. 


Hg I am ſafe: ¶ Calls in a whiſper. ] 
Flora, Flora—this is the very minute ſhe appoint- 
ed in her note—how can ſhe be ſo ſlow when 
we have ſuch little time left !—the clocks have 
now all ſtruck eleven, and in one hour more, it 


will be midnight, and our doom fixed. Oh, mid- 


night, midnight! twelve o'clock, twelve o'clock ! 
What a great deal we have to do before twelve 
o'clock during this ſeaſon of the year, ſhe and 
her young lady ſſeep in this pavilion, [Goes to the 
rigbt.] and the old General and Ambraſe ſleep in 
this,. [Goes to the left. in a country town ſuch as 
this every body has been in bed an hour ago; there- 
fore, unlefs the family tit up to watch.—No, here 


ſhe comes—S'death ! and the old General with her. 


What ſhall I do? Trying io aſcend the wall, falls; 
then hides behind the bedge.] here, here, here. 


Enter the General, Ambroſe, and Flora, from the 
7, pavilion. 


Flora. Dear, Sir, it is only eleven o'clock; 1 


beg you will fit up till twelve. 
| Sen. 
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Gen. No, no, I'll fit up no longer my fears 
are as much quieted for this night, as if the clock 
had already ſtruck twelve. 

Hora. Ay, Sir, but there is no being ſure. 
Gen. While there was cauſe for apprehenſion, I 
was as Cautious as any body; but now my niece is 
ſafe in bed, and I have had the precaution to 
bring away ner cloaths, even if ſhe had an oppor- 
tunity of going away, ſhe cou'd not go without 
them; —beſides her windows are grated, her door 
locked, and I have the key in my pocket. 

Flora. But, Sir, ſhe may ſtill 

Gen. Why, yes, ſhe may ſtill go out at the 
chimney; for that I have not guarded againſt, — 
but if ſhe does, Flora, I'll forgive her.—=—No, 
no, I'll go to bed ;—the Marquis ſhall not have to 
boaſt that he kept me up an hour after my uſual 
time ;—to-morrow it will add to my triumph to tell 
him I went to bed at my uſuakhour, 
Flora. Well then, Sir; if you won't fit up, I 
will ;—T will fit till twelve ſtrikes ; and amuſe 

myſelf by playing on my lady's guitar; and if you 
ſhou'd chance not to fleep, you will find by my 
muſic, I cannot fleep either, while any danger 
threatens you. 

Gen. Good gurl; good girl. 

Flora, Here, Sir, is the key of this pavillion 
lock me up, I r you, too, leſt any fatal thing 
ſhould happen, notwithſtanding your precaution, 
and I be ſuſpected. 

Gen, Impoſſible I ſhou d ſuſpect you; no, no, 
0, 098. 

Flora. Pray, Sir, take the key; indeed you had 
better lock me up; you had indeed, Sir, 

[ Forcing the key on 2 

Amb. Lock her up; lock her up, Sir; I don't 
think it wou'd be at all amiſs, | 


Cen. 


Tur MIDNIGHT HOUR &f 
Gen. Well then, Flora, fince you defire 1 it. 
[Takes the key. 
© Flora, Thank you, Sir, thank you; good night, 
Sir; Curthying] now my conſcience is ſafe. 
Exit into the pavillion, the General locks the door. 
Gen. Come, Ambroſe; I now feel my mind 
pretty eaſy ;—I am only ſorry Don Carlos is not yet 
come, for his ſhip is certainly arrived; however, 
he won't come till the morning now, to be ſure. 


Amb. [Yawning as if half afleep.] no, he won't 
come till the morning now, to be ſure. 


[ Exeunt io the Pavillion. 
Sebaſtian comes forward from behind the hedge. 


Seb. Ob, what a rage I am in; and if I was not 
afraid the General and his cripled attendant wou'd, 
| overkcar me, I wou'd ſo abuſe— 

[ Goes 40 Flora's pavillion and ſpeaks through the 
© bole.) Flora, Flora, [calling ſofily.] You ſer- 
pent, you viper, ſnake, crocodile; I hate you, 
abhor you; oh, you good - for- nothing: Oh! that 
I had you here. [Flora comes from a window in the 
pavillion, taking away a large iron bar, goes up to 
Sebaſtian and ftrikes him on tbe fooulder. 

Flora. And here am. 

Seb. What do I fee? 

Flora. We have no time to ſpare, or I would 
return your compliments. 

Seb. Why, where, for heaven's ſake, did you 
come from? 

Flora. From the Pavillion, 

Seb. Not at the door, 

Flora. At the door! do you think I did? I have 
a genius above ſuch common methods; -I came 
by the window, and had the dexterity to remove 
that iron bar, as large 

Seb. But have you had the dexterity to take the 
| bar from your miftreſs's chamber 2 


Hora. 
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Flora. No, that is faſt yet; and yet ſhe is out; 
Sieb. By what means? 1 

Flora. The General, thinking he had nothing to 
fear if he once ſaw her in bed, as ſoon as ſhe pulled 
off her cloaths, he ſeized them and carried them 
but of the room; ſhe ſtept behind one of the cur- - 
tains ; I dreſt the boldſter in her night-cap ; the old 
man put his head forward and wiſhed it a © good 
night;”—that inſtant ſhe ſtole out of her chamber, 
and flew to mine ;—T hghted him out of her's ; he 

double locked the door ; run to tell Ambroſe and 
Mathias all was ſafe; applauded his own ſagacity; 
and thanked me a thouſand times for having de- 
voted myſelf ſo entirely to his ſervice. EW 

Seb. But by what means did you contrive to ſend 
the note to me of this appointment? 

Flora. I ſent it by old Cecily; and by a ſtrata- 
gem equal to any of my other: but this is no time 
for explanation; my miſtreſs is waiting for me in 
my chamber, dreſſing herſelf in the new ſuit of 
clvaths you ſent me of the Marquis's; which was 
a lucky thought, as it will certainty much leſs in- 
commode her flight than a female dreſs ;—and I 
muſt go tell her at what ſignal to ſteal out of the 
window to the Marquis, for I forgot it in my hurry. 

Ĩ8cNicolas appears upon the wall. 

Nic. Who in the name of wonder have we here ? 

_ ſoftly, ſofty; ; 1 
He deſcends and conreals himſelf behind the hedge, 
Flora. Now, Sebaſtian, while my lady is dreſs- 
ing, away to your maſter, and tell him we ſhall 
expect him here within a quarter of an hour, - and 
that he muſt come cloſe by the other ſide of the 
garden wall; and as ſoon as he is there, he muſt 
ciap with his hands ſo; [claps with ber bands] I 
ſhall be waiting for the ſignal; and the firſt favou- 
rable moment after, I will begin playing on my 
guittar the favourite air, Ma chere Amie,” 0 
e 


ow 
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he muſt take that ſignal, for the exa# time to leap 
into the garden. 
Nic. [ Behind the hedge.) Good. 
Flora. Good, did you ſay ? I ſay excellent. 
Seb. I did not ſpeak. 
Flora. But be ſure to caution your maſter, that 
he does not come into the garden before he hears 
that very ſong I have mentioned, and then to come 
directly but bid him take great care not to miſ- 
take one air for another; for at that very air, my 
young lady will ſteal out of the pavillion to meet 
him. 
Seb. I will remember all with the utmoſt ex- 
actneſs. | 
He goes, and Nicolas runs on the ates * de the, 
hedge to avoid him. 
Flora. [Calling after Sebaſtian.] In a tes af 
an hour the Marquis muſt be here, remember 
neither ſooner nor later. e = 
Seb. 1 remember. | 1 
Hora. Oh, Sebaſtian, I forgot—what have you ; 
done with Nicolas | bent 
Seb. O, you make me die with laughing—he is — 
a priſoner, poor devil. Wl 
Flora, But did they thraſh him well, when they 1 
took him out of the box? Fo 
Seb. Oh, yes—they gave him 4 pony drubbing, 
I affure you. 3 
Flora. I am vaſtly glad to hear it=-I thank them 
a thouſand times—I wiſh I had been there. It was : 
2 he richly deſerved. But away, Sebaſtian. „ 


ind all I have ſaid, and our fortune is madluee.. 


8 


- 


She exit to the pavillion by the window, but ſo hid by 
ebaſtian's following her cloſe, that Nicolas thinks | 

ſve goes in by the door. 
Seb. [Climbing the wall.] Jam not very fond of 
" this wall—1f I ſhould break my neck, our 
F OE project | 


" 5 
1 —— —— —— —ê * 
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rojects is at an end; and that would be ſhipwreck 
in the ſight of port. Exit over the wall. 
Nic. | Coming forward. | And now, my dear gen- 
tleman and lady, you ſhall pay for all your ſtrata- 
gems—And my poor old maſter ! how glad will he 


be to ſee me returned. | Goes #0 the General's pa- 


villion.] He is not in bed, I ſee.— General, General. 
Raps at the door. 


Toe Ambroſe, _ his nighteap. 


Nic. Ambroſe, a'nt you glad to ſee me? 
Putiing out his hand. 
Amb. Get about your buftneſs—how dare you 
thow your face here? 
Nic. More ill uſage And, never innocence 
was ſo ill treated. Mr. Ambroſe, in the moſt beg- 
ging tone. } I pray, I ſupplicate of you, to inform 


the General 1 have a ſecret of the utmoſt import- 


ance to communicate to him. 
Amb. I'll let him know—but you may dread 
your reception. [ Exit. 
Nic. Oh, the bleſſing of deing faithful !—I have 
this day been beaten by all parties—friends and 
enemies all have kicked me—and the bittereſt foes 
agree in uſing me like a dog. 
Enter General in his robe de * Ambroſe 
with him. 


Gen. How dare you, Sir, enter my 0 >—Do 
you think I am to be impoſed upon by an hypo- 
eritical ſtory, invented merely to replace yourſelf 
in my family ? 

Nic. Dear Sir, I humbly on my knees beg your 
pardon for the miſtake you are in. 


5 Im — ” 
Its 
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Mig. Call me what you will, ſo you won't ſpeak 
loud. | Retiring from Flora's pavillion.] Beat me, if 
you have the heart; but when your paſſion is over, 
permit me to do you a ſignal piece of ſervice. 
Gen. What ſervice ? 

Nic. Within a quarter of an wwe” your niece 
will be carried out of your houſe I overheard the 
whole plot; and Flora is at the head of it. 

Cen. Do you dare to accuſe that faithful crea- 
ture ? 

Nic. Faithful creature! why, Sir, it was ſhe 
that had me carried to the Marquis's hotel in a 
box. | 

Gen, What do you mean ?—in a box ? 

Nic. Yes, Sir, in a box—ſhe procured the Mar- 


_ quis's eſcape, and made me take his place -I cried. 


but ſhe laughed -— and made Mathias take me 
away; for he cou'd not hear my complaints ;— _ 
and when he got me on his ſhoulder, he did ſo 
| ſhake and jumble me; I was impatient to be let 
 out—but that was ten times worſe ;—for he gave 
me to the care of four footmen belonging to the 
Marquis; and as ſoon as they opened the cheſt, 
and ſaw it was_me,—ſouſe I went into a tub of 
cold water and then to dry me, they toſſed me 
in a blanket.— The Marquis took me out of their 
hands; but he ſhut me up in a dark room, from 
whence I eſcaped through a hole in the wall, and 


got into the garden ;—the gardener took me for a 


thief, and ſent a ſhower of potatoes and cucumbers 


at my head—lI faved myſelf, by climbing over the 


wall, and tumbled into a ditch on the other fide. 

Gen. Very well, Goon. What then? 

Nic. Is not that enough? if it is not, I have 
more to come yet. 

Gen. So much the better —1 like to hear it ex- 
Hege 8 


Nic. — all my diſtreſs, I thought myſelf 
Þ 2 happy 
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happy when J reached your door—but I found i it 

ſhut againſt me;—and had not a ladder been placed 

by the Marquis's people againſt that wall— 

Gen. A ladder ? 

Nic. Or how cou'd I have bn here? I aſcended 
It ſoftly -deſcended it ſoftly—and overheard Flora 
plotting with the Marquis's valet—he that perſo- 
nated Don Carlos. 

Gen. It can't be—I. locked Flora in the pavil- 
lion. 

Nic. Theſe eyes ſaw her and this was the plan 
Me laid with the Marquis's ſervant — within a 
quarter of an hour the Marquis 1s to walk on the 
other ſide that wall, and to give the ſignal he is 
there, by clapping his hands Thus.] Flora is to 
reply, by playing upon her guittar * Ma chere 
* Amie.” On hearing this air [no other] the 
Marquis leaps into the garden; your niece comes 
from the pavillien, runs to him, they ſcale the wall, 
bid farewel to you; and you run, with old Am- 
broſe limping after them, in vain. | 
Gen. This demands attention. Flora deceive 
me ?—ſhe muſt then have talſe keys, both of. my 
niece's apartment and her own, 

Nic. If you doubt what J have ſaid, go to bed, 
and conſider of it again in the morning. 

Gen. No l cannot but believe you Ambroſe. 

Amb, Sir. 

Gen. Fetch the bie | 
Amb. Yes, vir. ( Exit, and returns with it. 
Gen. Do you two hide yourſelves behind theſe 

elms ; and the moment the Marquis deſcends into 

rE garden, a him, and lead him home to his 
otel. 

Amb. We won't let him eſcape, you may depend 
upon it. 


Nic. oy ou 007 depend upon it. 5 
Sen. 


—— — —— 
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Cen. But behave with proper reſpe&t—no vio- 
lence— that is according to our agreement. 

Amb. Then for what did you ſend me for the 
blunderbuſs ? 

Gen. To keep him in ee and make 
him go away quietly. 

Nic. He wou'd go much more quietly, Sir, if 
you wou'd permit Ambroſe to ſhoot at him firſt. 

Gen. I tell you, no—my honour 1s engaged— 
take this key of the garden gate, and. lead him our 
that way; and [I'll place myſelf at the door of the 
Pavillion, in order to ſeize my niece as ſhe at- 
. rempts to come ort to him. ; 

Hora. [At a window above.] The moment ap- 
proaches, and yet ſhe is not quite dreſſed. 

Gen. [To Nicolas and Ambrole.] Huſh—and 
hide yourſelves inſtantly—do nor ſtir or breathe. 
¶ They hide behind the elms. 

Flora. I hear ſomebody. Who's there? 

Gen. Flora, come hither; I have a word or two 
to fay to you. 

Flora. The General ! Unfortunate. LAlide. 
Open the door, Sir, and I'll come immediately. 

2 5 [ Unlocks the door.] And I warrant, when 
you are come, I'll make you give the ſignal in 
ſpite of yourſelt—I wou'd not but have the plea- 
ſure of ſeizing the Marquis in the garden, and 
ſending him home again for it is not merely the 
ſatisfaction of overturning his projects, but the 
pleaſure of turning them into ridicule, that I aim 
at;—and therefore, my young gentleman, you ſhall 
make your appearance, Iam relolved. 


Enter Pie with a guittar in her hand. 


F Flora, What did you pleaſe to want with me, 
wr ? | 


Gen. 
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Gen. [Drawing two garden chairs, and plating 
them at the door of the puvillion.] Sit down, F 1 
and I'll fit down too. [ Sits.] And let us have a lit- 
tle converſation together. 
Flora. Dear Sir, if you have not any thing very 
particular to ſay, will you permit me to goto bed? 
tor [I die with ſleep. | [ Yawning, _ 
Gen. Why, you offered of your own accord to 
fit up till midnight? | 
Flora. Very true—but the air is ſo ſharp. Bleſs 
me, L die with cold. [ Shaking. 
Gen. And yet you walked in the garden after 
bidding me good night? 

Flora. He ſaw me—all is loſt. [Af de.] Dear! 
when a thought! 

Gen. I ſaw you—and you talked with ſome- 
body too. 
Flora. He overheard us. [ 4fide.] Deas Sir, how 
was that poſſible, when you had me under lock and 
key? 

"Gen. You know you have falſe keys—1 ſaw you 
lock and unlock the door. 
Flora. He knows nothing, I find. [ Afede. 

Gen. Give me thoſe keys. 
Flora. Indeed, Sir, indeed, I have not any. 

Gen, Well, perhaps I am deceived. 

Flora. Certainly you are. 

Gen. Come, play me a tune on your guittar. 
Hlora. It is out of tune, Sir. [ Alarmed. 

Gen. Pſhaw! pſhaw! I command you to do it; 
—one little air, and T'll go to bed. 
Flora. What air, pray, Sir! 


„ Gen. The firſt you think of. \ 
* Flora, Upon my word the thing is fo out of 
tune 


{ She plays a ſhort tune reluctantly; juſt as it is 
finiſhed, the Marquis on the other fide of the 
dall, gives the ſignal by clapping bis hands. 

SR Cen. 
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Gen. Vaſtly well; and there is ſomebody in the 
ireets applauding you. l 

. Flora. Aſide.] Tis the ſignal. 

Cen. This air was ſo fine ly executed you muſt 
play me another : Ma chere Amie,” for inſtance. 

Flora. ( Starting. | No, pray, Sir, excuſe me; 
indeed 1 can't : I am afraid he knows all. [4/ 40. 

Gen. What, refuſe to play when you have met 
with ſuch applauſe ? Play, Play, % Ma chere 
Amie.” 

Flora. O, Sir, you have, I fear, diſcovered all; 
you know the whole ſcheme, I am ſure you do, 
and on my knees _ [ Kneeling. 

Gen. No forgiveneſs—don' t hope for it—there 
knee], and play the air I mentioned—Stir not for 
your life, nor utter a word. Obey. | 

E with the moſt melancholy countenance and 

half crying, ſings and plays, Ma chere 
Amie.” During the air the Marquis appears 
upon the wall, and Julia ſteps one leg out of the 
window from which Flora has paſſed and re- 
paſſed, dreſſed in a habit like the Marquis. 

Nic. | Seeing the Marquis on the wall.] There he 
IS, | 

Amb. Let me go irft-—Confder 1 am lame. 

[ They each ſtrive to go Art; Nicolas ſucceeds, 
and creeps ſeftly along the hedge—at the end of 

_ the air the Marquis jumps into the garden, and 

falls upon his hands behind the hedge. 

Marg. S'death, I am watched. 

[Julia af the ſame time comes out of the 3 
and places herſelf by the all Nicolas immedi- 
ately ſecures her, and brings her down the ſtage 
— ſhe, overcome with grief, covers ber face with 
ber- cloak. 

Mic. Here he is, Sir; we have taken him. Now, 
Marquis, what would you ſay if I was to ſhut you 
up in a dark room? 

Amb. 
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Amb. [ Preſenting his gun. No reſiſtance, or ou 


are a dead man. 
Flora. It is Nicolas has diſcovered all. 
[Afide—throws herſeif ou one of the garden chairs. 
Marg. | Behind the hedge.) What do I hear? 
Gen. T7 o Julia.] Your humble ſervant, my good 
Lord.—Why do you hide your face? do you think 
we don't know you ?. go, go, my lads, conduct 
his Lordſhip ſafe to his hotel, and ſtand fentinel 
at his door till the clock ſtrikes twelve---and then 
return back in triumph ʒ make haſte home with 
him before the clock ſtrikes---away, away. 
| Exit Julia, led by Nicolas and Ambroſe. 


Gen. And ſo end my cares. | With great joy.] 
Poor fellow! ſuffered himſelf to be taken away 


too without ſpeaking a word; — caught in his own | 
finare ;—ſure a man never looks ſo ridiculous as 
when he is caught in his own ſnare.— [20 F _} 
And you, you perfidious---what have you tO lay 2 | 
you who received my purſe ? 

Flora. But I told you I did not deſerve 5 

Gen. Oh, yes; I don't know whether you did 
not deſerve it; ;—for you have taken a great deal of 
trouble to-day, and to very little purpoſe---ha! ha! 
ha !---F believe the Marquis will have enough to 
do to pay his wager, without paying you any thing, 
and fo you ſee I have done it for him---and now 
Fit ftep and wiſh my niece joy of the ſucceſs of 
her project. [ Exit to the pavillion. 

Flora. Oh! how 1 orudge your joy; but while 
be goes up the ſtairs, VII fee if my lady cannot 
come out of the window. | She goes to the window 
of the pavillion.) Madam, madam, Julia. 

Marg. [From the heage. } Flora, Flora. 

Flora. Is it you, Madam? 

Marg. ¶ Coming forcward.] No—'tis I. 
Flora, Lou! why, who have they taken away 
then ? 


Marg. 
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” Marg 7. Your 7. ine © 
Flora. ¶ Expreſſing the moſt extreme joy.] 3 My miſ- 

treſs !—She !— Madam julia? Oh, do not tell me 
ſo—I can't bear it] ſhall die with joy Running 
to the door of the pavillion.] Sir Sit General 
General—Sir— 

Marg. Peace be quiet let me eſcape firft. 

Flora. That's right—away, away, before the 
clock ſtrikes. | Exit Marquis. Thank heaven he 
has only acroſs the ſtreet to go.—— The General 
laughed at me—now, how I long to laugh at him. 
Sir, come down inſtantly, and take your ſhare-of 


the joke, 


Enter General, with the 2 in his bard, dreſſed 


with a cap on. 


Gen. 1 found this in bed inſtead of my niece 
where, where can ſhe be? 

Flora. She has even been in bed. 

Gen. Where is ſhe then? 

Flora. Gone to the Marquis. 

Gen. My niece— 
Flora. Gone to his hotel conducted by your 

own ſervants, and by your own command, 


Enter Nicolas, running: 


Nic. We have led him home—the clock has 
firuck twelve—and now return in triumph, as you 


ordered. | Seeing the Marquis and Julia without. | 
O heaven, do I ſee double? 5 


Flora. No, but you have loſt your wits. 7 
Cen. It was not my niece they took, ſurely ? 


Enter 
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Enter the Marquis, Julia, Ambroſe, Sebaſtian, and 
ſeveral domeſrics zf the Marquis's with lights. 


Shs, Pardon me, my dear uncle, but it Was 
your niece. | 
Flora. Pray, Sir, return Nicolas thanks for all 
this — for *tis he that has brought it about. 

Nic. How came I not to find out the diſguiſe ? 
That other people ſhould be deceived, I am not 
ſurpriſed at; but that I ſhould be impoſed upon, 
is aſtoniſhing !. 

Flora. Henceforth learn, Mr, N icolas, that 
when you meahly become a liſtener, you ought to 
hear every Hllable that is faid ; otherwiſe you are 
expoſed to blunders. 

Marg. | To the General.] Uncle, will you per- 
mit me now to call you by that name? 

Gen. A man never looks ſo ridiculous, as 

hen he is. caught in his own ſnare.— Ves, my 
Lord, ſtand upon no ceremony. | 

Rs. [To Sebaſtian. ] Hutband, will you per- 
mit me to call you by that name? 

Seb. No, Flora—you have been very kind in 
promoting my maſter's happineſs —bur in doing 
it, you have diſcovered ſuch cunning and contriv- 

ance, that for a wife, I prefer old Cecily, who has 
not even art enough to conceal her ill nature. 
Flora. And you won't have me? To the Mar- 
quis. ] Pray, my Lord, lay a bet he marries me 
before twelve o clock to-morrow night — your 
Lordſhip 1s ſo lucky, I am fue you will win. 
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Enter Mathias. N 


Mat. [To the General.] Don't be uneaſy Fon 
have had a little nap—bur the door is ſecure, 
and you may rely upon my attention. I'll let no 
ereature in but Don Carlos. 8 | [ Exit. 

| | Gen. 
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Sen. Get away, you deaf—-And was old Cecily 
faithful ? 

Julia. She was, uncle—and you muſt recom- 
penſe her for the 2 you have done her, 

merely for her fidelity. 1 

Gen. I will. 
Mic. And pray, who will recompenſe me for all 

the injuries I have ſuffered for my fidelity ? 
. Marg. I will repay every ſervant, who either 
by their genius have aided, or by their fidelity 
obſtructed, my deſigns; for, poſſeſſed of ſuch a 
bleſſing as my Julia, I ſhall ever remember with 
gratitude the adventures of this day, and never 
ceaſe to refle& with rapture on the MIDNIGHT 
HOUR, 
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